THE   RUSSIAN   COMMUNIST   PERSPECTIVE
and workwomen who desire, in passing, to refresh the
memory of actual things. As time passes in the Soviet
scene, they will come to look, rather with curiosity than
their present grwitas, at Lenin's body, but there will be
no mumbling, no mystical signs of the cross, no lined
and haggard faces bowing in the humility of
acquiescence in an evil world that is somehow good.
No centuries of dumb submission to earthly powers,
no dim faith in the gracious disposition of God, a God
who is infinitely forgiving, especially to tyrants, and
who loves the meekest and gentlest of men, men who
trudge home from the dusty steppe to borshtch with-
out meat for ever; no ages of such humility have
crushed the revolutionary anger from the workers
before Lenin's tomb. They smile, their backs are
straight, and they want to see what Lenin's face was
really like. They are hard-boiled men and women.
As I stood there the clock in the Kremlin tower
above me chimed the hour. I looked at the tall walls of
ancient brick and listened. The chime is not resonant
and grim, like the bells of Big Ben at Westminster.
The Kremlin chime, unexpectedly, is frail, listening to
itself, and sad* I found myself generalising about the
final chimes in phrases that were wordless, swifter than
the bells themselves. Each peal commenced on a high
note, not clear and flute-like, but faintly muffled and
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